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Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 























‘Through all the regions of variety. Orway. 
a 
NO. 3) ] SATURDAY “JULY 24, 1819 [VioL. til. 
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THE YOUNG IRISHMAN. he saluted the count coldly, ana ing red 


to what cause he was indebted a the 
honotir of his visit. ‘* Can you ask me 
Theresa was very anxious to know|that?” exclaimed St. Marcel, * knowing 
who her deliverer was, for she had seen|ias you do how deeply I and mine are 
Ormond in the house, and she felt alindebted to you.” ‘ You owe ime no- 
hope that it might be he; but her father’s thing count; ** replied Ormond, “ what I 
silence on the subject checked it as it| did was from a selfish motive, and I 
rose.—St. Marcel was silent, only that) neither deserve nor willaccept of. thanks.” 
he might give his Theresa a ‘del lightful“Nay, sir,” said St. Marcel, vyhose spi- 
surprise. He was all impatient for the!rit began to be roused, * you have claims 
next day, that he might see Ormond,|ito more than thanks. I publicly offered 
on whom he determined, notwithstand-|my whole fortune to the sfiviour of my 
ing his want of noble French blood, to) daughter: all I possess is,e@@lrefore in 
bestow Theresa. But on going to his} justice \ yours.’ * No,” re plied Ormond 
lodgings the next day, he was told that! indignantly, “ I was not to be bribed in- 
Ormond was ill, and could see no one./to an act fe humanity: J would not for 
It was to no purpose he told the servant|ten thousand times your fortune have 
he must s2e his master, though only forlrushed uy pon what I believed certain de- 
a moment, master and man were alike struction; for I threw my self into the 
inexorable; even gold, that universal|fames not to save Theresa, which I 
master-key, could not procure him na libvccaate impossible, but to perish with 
mission to the chamber of the invalid: ihe r.’—** My son! my dear son!” cried 
This is very strange!” murmured thelithe softened father, “ you will live with 
count to ae “has he then forgotten|her, I trust in God. for many happy, 
Theresa?” he pestiagy of the father happy years! you have deserved her, 
led him to re eject this idea, and he de-|; and she shall be yours.” * No, count,’ 
termined on making a second trial to jreplied Ormond, attempting .to conceal 
procure admittance to him. A second his visible emotion by a torced calmness, 
and a third were not, however, more] i" ‘I am now poor and destitute, and I 
nv ge At last by stratagem hell will never eat the bread of another, 
»btained admission into the chamber of|(hough that other should be the woman 
Or mond, the sight of whom had such|iwhom I love even as my own soul,” — 
an effect upon his feelings, that instead * Ormond ! my dear Ormond ! this 
of beginning the speech which he intend-|/pride is unworthy of you,” cried the 
ed to have addressed to him, he burstiicount. He was proceeding, when the 
into tears. Ormond was evidently mo |door of an antechamber opened, and Mr. 
ved, but he strove to conceal his feelings:||Collins appeared. ‘ Spare your argue 


( Concluded.) 
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ments, count, for I have overheard you,” ||shoulder, and pressing her to his breast, 


observed he; * believe me, there are 
none necessary: inafew minutes Ormond 
shall solicit the hand of your daughter 
on his knees.” * What, uncle,” cricc 
the astonished Ormond. “do you be- 
believe it possible I could so demeai 
myself ?—I1 swear “ Hold '” 
cluimed the old gentleman, * rash boy 
Ww ould vou renounce the happiness w hick 
is at this moment within your reach: | 
have imposed upon you: shocked to fine 
that you had dissipated » your small pa 
ternal fortune, I presented myself in the 
garb of poverty before you, to try whe- 
ther you had been the victim of | impru- 
dence or of habitual depravity. Th 
result of our meeting was, my instanth 
bequeathing to you wealth enough t 
satisfy avarice itself. I would have 
waited immediately upon the count St 
Marcel, but I knew money could noi 
propitiate him; accident, or rather k 
me say providence, has rendered hin 
favourable to your wishes: and now, 
continued he with a smile, as he per- 
ceived Ormond clasp the count in hi: 
arms, * will you refuse the hand of ma- 
Rasnstuctic St. Marcel ?’ “ T have halt 
a mind,” said the count, when his em« 
tion had subsided, “to deny it to hin 
now, as a punishment for his pride.’ 
* No my dear count,” said Collins, * tha: 
punishment would be too severe. Hi 
faults are those of the head only; a few 
years experience, ‘with your daughter 
for his monitress and guide, will, I trusi 
subdue that impetuosity which is hi 
greatest failing, and re nde r him worth, 
even of your alliance.” ‘The emphasi 
which Mr. Collins laid on the last word 
flattered the darling foible of St. Marce! 
who took his leave to announce the j jor 
ful intelligence to his wife and daughte: 
Need we add, that Theresa heard wit! 
delight, that her love and her duty wer 
at last happily united? The sweetes 
tears she had ever shed flowed fron 
her eves while her father detailed, wit! 








all the enthusiasm of his nation, th 
scene he had just witnessed, St. Marce: 


kissed them off, as she leaned upon hi: 


a) 


Ic ‘xclaimed, * Yes, my daughter, he 1s 
worthy of you!” The count was not 
sesh Bat eee was an exemplary 
fnusband; and during many years that 
pot. Marcel witnessed the happines en- 
»oved by him and Theresa, he never re- 


€X- 3 rretted the moment that he grafted the 
scion of a Milesian stock upon the genea- 


logical tree of St. Marcel. 


| 
|| Although the following stanzas have alresdy made 
their appearance in several of the daly newspapers, 
yet we are confident that the lover of good poetry 
will not regret our having given them a place in 
these columns—It has been justly observed of them, 
that they possess all the plaintive tenderness of the 
author Lalla Rookh. 


To * 2e# * *@ 
Air—* Shannon's Side.’ 
The world is bright before thee; 
Its summer flowers are thine, 
Its calm blue sky is o’er thee, 
Thy bosom, Pieasure’s shrine; 





To nature’s morning hour, 
Pure, warm as when from heaven 
It burst on Eden’s bower. 


And thine the sunbeam given 
| 


There is a song of sorrow, 
The death dirge of the gay, 
That tells ere dawn of morrow, 
Those charms may melt away, 
That sun’s bright beam be shaded, 
That sky be blue no more, 
The summer flowers be faded, 
And youth’s warm promise o’er. 


Believe it not—though lonely 
Thy evening home may be, 
Though Beauty’s bark can only 
Float on a summer sea, 
Though time thy bloom is stealing, 
There’s still heyond his art, 
The wild flower wreath of feeling, 
The sunbeam of the heart' 
Croaker & Co. 
SERIOUSNESS. 
Though seriousness be generally reck- 
oned only a semi-virtue, & by some as no 
virtue at all, yet ce rtainly nothing is of 
rreater advant: age, both as to intellectual 
ind moral attainments, than to be of a 
erious, composed, and collected spirit. 
‘f it be not itself a virtue, it is at least 
the soil in which the virtues naturally 
grow, and the most visible mark where- 


by to distinguish those who are wise. 
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For as the son of Sirach. beautifully ob- 
serves,*A wise man inz iy be known by his 
look, and one that has understanding bs 

his countenance when thou meetest him: 
and again,‘ a tool litts up his voice with 
laughter, but a wise man does scarc« 
smile a little.’ But because a solem: 
deportment may sometimes disguise an 
unthinking mind, and grave, 





in some 


° ° . “r ! 
mens dictionaries, signifies the same as! 


dull, 


the 


I shall attempt to define wherei: 
true idea of seriousness consists, 01 
What it 1s to be in good earnest a serious 
man; and we may distinguish serious- 
ness from those qualities, which. resem- 
bling it in appearance, prove often the 
cause of error and contusion. It doe: 

not, then, consist in the moroseness of « 

cynic, nor in the severity 
nor in the demureness of affected pre Ci- 
sion; it is neither in a drooping head, 
nor a mortificd face. 
very diffe 


ne eel rl 


rent and more excellent than}! 


a e 


and I believe I shall not misrepresen:| 
him, I sav, he is one who duly an 
impartially weighs the value of things. 
so as neither to esteem trifles nor d& 
spise things really excelling; who dwell 
much at home and studies to know him | 
self well books and men; wh« 
considers why he came into the world | 
how great how short his| 
stav, and how uncertain the time whe! 
he shall leave ‘t: in a word, who knows), 
how to di: stinguish between a moment 
and eternit V- I his is to be truly serious: 
and however the pretender to gaiety and 
humour, may miscall and ridicule it b 
the names of melanchely, dullness, and 
stupidity, he that is thus disposed, can 
not fail of being wise and good here, and||. 


happy hereafter. 


as as 


his business, 








O + eee 
f From the Ludies' Literary Cabinet. 
1 sie sn 
a O what a desert this world would seem, 
With all its blooms and flowers, 
Le Were it not for the lustre that love’s pure beam 
t Can shed on its brightest hours, 
y O, woman’s smile alone can chase 


The gathering gloom of wo, 
And the magic that dwells on a lovely face, 
is the sweetest of spells below. 
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ofa ‘eal ig i 


It is something! 


this, which must compose a serious man:! 


|The bow! but fires the feverish brain 

With a false and fugitive glow; 

|A moment’s pleasure for hours of pain, 
Is all that wine can bestow. 

Pa love is a purer, a holier light, 


A beam that never dies, 
| BIOGRAPHICAL 


|But Shines on the soul’s enamour'd sight, 
Like the eve of southern skies. 


——— + 


AND HISTORICAL ANE€- 





pores. —No. V1. 
«Valdonata,—continued. 
! Maldonata soon after, fell into the 
it yxands of some Indians, who made a 
slave of her. and kept her in captivity 
i} 
for a considerable time. Being at length 
retaken by some Spanix “Ying she was 
} 


where 
Galan cospesaindiodl in 
ithe place of Mendoza, who was absent. 
}Csalan a man whose severity often 
i legener: ited into cruelty. As he knew 
that Maldonata had stolen out of the 
icity contrary to orders, and did not 
Hcl hink her sufficient tly punished by along 
and cruel slavery, condemned her to 
! ieath—and to a kind of death which no 
it man but a tyrant 
| He ordered 


\\co the country, and t 


rought back to Buenos Ayres, 
\irancis Ruiz d 


a 
c 


Was 


could have thought of, 
the soldic rs to take her in- 
here leave her ued 

but that the wild 
easts with which the neighbourhood 
abounded would soon desiroy her. 

Two days after, the same soldiers 
eing s what had become of 


\|to a tree, not doubting 


Sent to 
r, they were greatly surprised to find 
pet alive and unhurt, though surround- 

ed by several beasts of prey, but who 
' were kept at a distance by a lioness lying 

it her feet with her whelps. As soon 
i as the lioness perceived the soldiers she 

etired, as though it were to give them 
licave to unbind her benefactress, which 
ithe; accordingly did. Maldonata then 
‘related to them the history of the lioness, 
lwh om she knew to be the same she had 
formerly assisted; the soldiers remark- 
ed, that on their offering to carry 
iway Maldonata, the lioness by her ac- 
‘ions seemed to express much concern 
it parting with her. On the soldiers 
reporting to the commander whai they 
had witnessed, he saw he could not but 


see 
i} ie 
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pardon aA woman whom Heaven had the dramatis persove of the modern songsters. His 
preserved in so signal a manner, withou [scene of actiun is neither the ® velvet green of Iiia- 
ae as lia,” the ** empurpled margin of Helicon,” or the 
appearing morte inhuman than lions them-| ** clouded summits of Parnassus,”’ his lovers never 
selves.— lhe author ot Argentina, Whe lleorverse but by the “ Burn side,” never wander 
is the first that relaies this adunttumn Un through “ corn rigs.” uor make their mutual 
assures us that he heard not only fron | confessions but on the ** Braeg of Batlockm) le,” the 
; 2” Re PaE a i “ae a al weed, or Yarrow His * Cuddies” have nothing of 
the public voice, but trom the mouth {the love-sick swamns of Arcadia but their harmony. 
Maldonata herself; and futher de Tech In a word, his language is sull that of the ploughtail, 
asserts, that when he arrived at Para }thoogh his ay 08 one ot we a rhe — 
ee a ‘ wes ‘ ’ . 1... ¢, |. might hover oer him whilst emploved in us OMgina 
a. oe “Shy » Seow * listation, have that sweetness itd melody, that, to 
him of it as an event which had happen-||,... the words of an Italian pect, * Heav'’n wall 
ed within their recollection, and oi pleas’d, might stoop to hear.”— The leading features 
which nobody doubted the truth. in the character of Burns were, an ardent sensibility 
: | to all the charms of nature, a heart of benevolence, 
* and a soul replete with all that rapture which may 
| with justice be said to constitute the poet Of the 
truth of this thers is not a single one of his poems, 


— 
ROBERT BURNS. 

It is no injustice to the Scottish nation to assert, 
that in all the long period of their history previous 
to the union, they can scarcely produce an author 
of real preeminent genius, and, with the exception 
of Bethius and Buchanan, nat one poet. The Gen 
tle Shepherd of Allan Ramsay is, indeed, a produc- 
tion of very considerable merit; but as to Barbour 
Bhnd Harry, Robert Crawford of Auchinames Lads 
Wardiaw, &e. &e they are unworthy the mention 
of history; and had they been born in anv: othe: ‘ : 
country than Scotland, where, in the searcity of the painter. a picture is here created, warm, striking, 


poets during that period, they were doubtless the 


‘but might be adduced in proof If parteular exam- 
ple be required; one of his most beautiful produc- 
tions, the Cotier’s Saturday Nigh:, will furnish 
evidence in every line. In this pastoral is contained 
an exact picture of his own family-manners Che 
fire side of the cotter was that of his own father 
Every image may be thus traced to a reality, and 
every resemblance is heightened by the existence of 
a known original. The scenery is no less exquisite 
than the characters are natural The poet is here 

and imspiring, even had it wanted the aid of poetry. 

©“ Tam Of Shanter” ranks next in estimation to this 


best, because the only ones, their names would have 


}- 4 ce ' > i . , 
tees te, the tame cbdisien with their Wrulas. To pastoral; as a piece it is not so perfect: though, it 


such poets Burns succeeded, and certainly, im the must be confessed, to exhibit richer treasures of hu- 
ancient simplicity of song, and in his forcible an 
just delineation of pastoral life, he far cistaneed 
such rivals. The manners of his countrymen, then 
eustoms and peculiarities, whieh, to all acquainted 


,| mour, imagination, and sublimity, than can be found 
in most other of his writrgs The stores is related 

vith exquisite humour, varving, according to the 
situations, from the lower to the most exalted flights 
with the Scottish peasantry, are plentiful resources of poetry. Now are painted, with a humorous arch- 
from whieh humour may draw subjects of mirth, in.| ness, the manners of a country clown, and the tricks 
z j of an ale house; now the heart is congealed in terroc, 


struction, and ridicule, it was the first efforts of his if - b ' bl 4 
. . and froze ‘fae 2 y 
muse to delineate He was, at once, the poet of na an oZen into stupefaction, by all the sub aniky ol 
| horror. 


ture and human life. He wrote for his countrymen, | 
and by them his works will ever be remembered, | 
since, in their manners and peculiarities. the re-| 
membrance still exists. Burns has been called, and| 
not inaptly, the Butler of Scotland. The humour, py, 
and keen observation upon hfe which distinguish the 
author of Hudibras, were qualities to which Burns 
may with justice pretend, and by some is thought to) A soul, by the precepts of virtue informed; 
possess them in no unequal degree. The scope of 
Butler’s humour was, however, wider, as his survey} 
of life was more extensive 

lt may be remarked, that all the poems of Burns 
eontain, for the most part, such incidents for their! 
subjects, as were esther at least natural or exact re-| Her person attractive, her temper serene, 
presentatives of the scenes in which himself lived, And her wit rather brilliant and playful than keen. 
and the occurrences with which himself had met || 
He has noth.ng of that extravagance which we mavy)| - 
justly eall the chivalry of poets: he never labours to) *.* THE PUBLICATION OFFICE of this work 
eelebrate a Chloe or a Phillis, beings that exist but)’. a eg ea re 
in the imagmation of the poet he never talks of, ’ 
darts and flames, or any of the classic artillery of seription are thirty-seven and a half cents per quar- 
love. Whether from ignorance or contempt, he |ter, payable im advance. 
seems to know nothing of Cupid, Hymen, and all" 


— 6 ee 


The Amiuble Wife. 


maid F shall love must be free from disguise, 
Wear her heart on her lip, and her soul in her eyes; 
And a heart by the purest benevolence warim’'d. 


| Her converse so varied as ever to please; 


Unaffectedly cheerful, and polish’d with ease; 


Lh A A ce ee me ee . ~~ 
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